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	1. Prologue

**Taming Kings: Prologue**

* * *

><p>Every flower begins in the dirt.<p>

This was a sentiment that Hiccup had come to believe in the four years that had passed since the defeat of the Berserkers and the joining of the Outcast and Hooligan tribes. Within that window of time, Hiccup had grown to be a leader; a nineteen year old chief heir that was strongly fitted into his role as a peace keeper. He firmly believed that negotiation, compromises, and persuasion were the best tactics to use on enemies. As Stoick's pride, he did what he had to in order to protect his people.

A lot had changed about Hiccup, aside from his leadership abilities. There was no reason or rhyme for it that anyone could particularly pinpoint, but something about him had become different over the years. He had grown elusive and distant, as though he were dipping back into his old, reclusive ways. He rarely spent time with anyone but Toothless and invested himself into his blacksmith inventions, aerial training, and research. His romance with Astrid had primarily dwindled down into a comfortable friendship, but neither of them pursued anything beyond that.

Dagur the Deranged, as he so proclaimed himself to be, had picked himself up relatively fast following his failure. He'd been held in captivity by Alvin for awhile, but it didn't take long for news of this to spread to his entire armada. He was soon rescued by his fleet and was subsequently put back in charge. In no time, he was back to his old ways of wreaking havoc on neighboring tribes. Berserkers were known to pillage other islands, to take their resources and destroy everything in their path. It was detestable at best, but fitting for their reputation. Dagur wasn't lying when he said he intended to restore them to their former glory.

However, it was well known to all that he didn't dare mess with the Hooligans or the Outcasts after the last skirmish. Some supplied theories that it had been fear that kept him away from them, reasonably enough. Some implied that he no longer had interest. Whatever it was, Hiccup had been convinced that he wasn't going to be seeing anymore of Dagur anytime soon. As in never.

That wasn't to say that Hiccup felt comfortable sitting idly by while Dagur eradicated some less feisty viking tribes out there. But doing anything would push them back into a war, and honestly, that was the last thing that anyone on Berk wanted. While they'd amassed a great, mostly domesticated population of dragons, the Berserkers still had added many warriors to their armada over the past four years. It wouldn't be a fun fight.

And yet, after the sixteenth Winter had passed since Hiccup's victory over Dagur, rumors began to arise that the Berserker chief was planning an attack on Berk once more. That he'd been idealizing the destruction of Hiccup and his Nightfury. They were only rumors, and not even from reliable sources - Stoick had no concern over them, and yet, Hiccup lost sleep over the thought.

Thoughts of Dagur invaded his mind, flooding it with imagery of his past enemy. Dagur, the Deranged. The weed in the garden. The wild boy, now twenty three, who could not be controlled or reasoned with.

Hiccup wanted to get through to him, to make him understand and to push him away with words and not violence. Yet it seemed there was no negotiating with Dagur the Deranged. He was not one to be persuaded. Persuading others and training dragons were Hiccup's best skills, though.

And finally, it came to him - why not combine both?

Why not train Dagur... As he did Toothless? Toothless had grown from a horrifying, destructive beast into his best friend. Who was to say that Dagur couldn't change like that, too? Who was to say that Hiccup couldn't tame Dagur the way he had with so many dragons? Of course, Dagur wasn't a wild animal, for the most part (Hiccup never really believed that Berserkers could shape-shift into animals - but he wouldn't dispute the idea). He was almost more dangerous. In addition, he had a negative history with Hiccup, and not many other dragons had that. Hiccup would have to go to greater lengths, to reach greater heights, in order to accomplish a more tame Dagur.

But... He was positive that it could be done.

It would be rough, but it could be done.

He didn't bother running the idea by his father or any of his friends before he began to lay out extensive plans for what he wanted to do, fantasizing over it to the point of dreamily staring off into space. A tamed Dagur; he could make a good pet. Less lethal but more intimate that Toothless. The sort of desperate, emotionally strong intimacy that Hiccup had come to crave over the years. It ignited a fire in him that had slowly burnt out over the years.

As rumors about the Berserkers' impending attacks buzzed in his brain, Hiccup found himself eager to do what needed to be done. He was going to protect Berk with his most personal weapon. Why not get what he wanted while he was at it?

If he didn't go through with this plan, then who was to say that the rumors weren't false? Who was to say that Dagur wasn't really planning an enormous attack on Berk? The damage would be massive, considering how much his army had increased since their last fight. The Berserkers had a considerably higher population than the Berkians, even if the Hooligan tribe itself had also grown quite a bit.

Dagur hadn't shown any inclination to go through with any war with the Hooligans though, as his pattern of behavior with other tribes had remained stagnant even after the rumors had begun, but Hiccup was not convinced. He was absolutely positive that Dagur would attack at any moment, and he was going to do something about it. He would do what he had to do to protect his people. If that meant striking first, it meant striking first.

Dagur would be his.

* * *

><p><strong>NOTE: This is a Stockholm Syndrome fetish oriented story. It is entirely fiction and is in no way intended to model even the slightest bit of what a realistically healthy relationship should be. It is a story purely constructed of kink and introspective study. Although later on it becomes less unhealthy, it is FICTION and should not, under any circumstances, be applied to real life. Conventional triggers include rape, drugs, psychological torture, humiliation, emotional abusemanipulation, deprivation, implied death, and kidnapping. I sincerely apologize for any emotional inconvenience I might cause.**

**For once, this story isn't actually completely finished in advance, which is normally something I make sure of. This story is actually about a year old and for a little while it was my pride and joy, but it was left to collect dust in an unfinished state due to my personal life interfering. I may finish it, depending on how it's received. With all that said, enjoy!**

**I will update once a week.**


	2. King of Armadas

**Taming Kings: King of Armadas**

* * *

><p>The waves of murky salt water lapped at the edge of Dagur's boat, sea foam leaving kisses in it's wake. The scent of the ocean wafted up into the fresh wind, blowing gently against his skin. An eerie grin overwhelmed his face. It was good to be on deck.<p>

Dagur had long since left behind his habit of taking his entire source of armed forces with him wherever he went; especially when other tribes saw it as an opening to attack his homeland. As of then he was on his way to Dragon Island with three boats, his own included. It was merely a trip he was interested in taking to conquer some more exotic dragons. His island didn't have the bountiful sources that this one did, and he'd missed the tangy taste of boiling dragon blood as it rained down upon him from every slash. Plus, in a fit of sporadic rage, he'd destroyed much of his decor. He needed some new wall hangings.

"Sir, the mainland is coming into view," one of his captains pointed out.

Dagur sent him a bored look, before smacking him upside the head. "Yes, thank you. I can _see_ it."

His captain shriveled back to his post like a dog with it's tail between it's legs, and Dagur scoffed. He made his way to the bow of the ship and grasped the edge, fingers flexing into the thick wood as they slowly drifted towards the island. His lips curved into a sinister grin and his fingers itched to yank his axe out and behead the nearest serpent he could, marking his skin with it's innards. Only ten or so more minutes before the shores of Dragon Island would greet their ships.

"Uh, sir," his captain returned to him, voice far more hesitant this time around.

Dagur rolled his eyes dramatically and turned to face the man. "What is it this time? You want to point out a cloud you saw, too? We're _not_ playing eye-spy."

"Well, no... It's just that, we spotted a dragon above." The man anxiously responded.

"We're nearing Dragon Island. There's obviously going to be dragons around." Dagur snapped, feeling his patience wane.

"But it wasn't just any dragon," the captain pointed out. "It was a Nightfury."

Dagur stilled, his expression of vexation faltering and transitioning altogether in pale perplexity.

A Nightfury? Here? Could it have been a wild Nightfury? No - that was impossible. He'd never even seen a wild Nightfury roaming around, let alone near these parts. It had to have been...

No, it couldn't have been.

Could it?

Dagur cursed under his breath and turned towards the sky, desperately searching the clouds for the dragon rider. When he saw nothing, he turned to the man again, agitated.

"Are you _sure_ it was a Nightfury?" He demanded, brows furrowing.

Just then, the sound of screeching echoed through the sky, just before a blast of hot white fire shot into the boat to Dagur's side. He gasped as the force of such a powerful surge rocked the ocean, sending their own boat into a fit of shuddering. His breath picked up and unprecedented anxiety filled him; flashbacks to past fights with Hiccup flooded his mind, and then another plasma blast was shot into the same boat, effectively eradicating it. It began to sink, bits of flotsam gently remaining atop the surface of the water as several men attempted to remain above sea level. Another dragonesque shriek blew through the wind, rattling at Dagur's bones and an all too familiar sensation of discomfort filled him.

_Hiccup_.

"Shoot it down!" Dagur shouted, voice cracking.

But none of them could see it - such an elusive dragon remained in the mist that surrounded the boats, before zipping by, and before Dagur knew it, used another plasma blast to take down the remaining boat beside him. It was evident that the two had become stronger since their last meeting. His not-drowned soldiers aimed towards the sky blindly, confused and disoriented and very afraid.

"Shoot it, shoot it!" Dagur panicked, grasping his own cross bow.

It was knocked out of his hand before he could even load it, the pitch black tail of the dragon slapping it from his grasp as it zoomed by, too fast to take aim towards it. Dagur hardly had time to react before his boat was shot at, and the blast destroyed everything from the stern to the half side of the boat, taking half of his soldiers as it sunk into the dark ocean below. His own side began to capsize and Dagur gasped, running to the higher side just as the sea started to engulf the lower half.

He watched as the dragon flew down, just inches above the water, and there was no doubt in Dagur's mind that the tall, masked man atop his back was Hiccup. No one else could control the beasts with such... Power.

Dagur could only gape at him in stunned shock as Hiccup took a retractable sword from his back, and out popped a capsule, which emptied black liquid into the ocean. The dragon launched back up and shot another plasma blast, this time into the water - the sea lit on fire all around Dagur, his men perishing beneath either the unrelenting waves of saltwater or within the searing flames that consumed them.

Dagur was hyperventilating at this point.

He was not a fearful man - that much was true. But there was something about Hiccup that _unnerved_ Dagur after their last interaction. Hiccup had _looked_ at Dagur in the most disquieting way, the moment Dagur had begged for his help. The way that Hiccup _looked_ at him, it reminded Dagur of the way his sister had looked at him when she found him covered in their father's blood.

This disinterested, flippant expression - a face that showed no inclination of caring. The epitome of unfamiliarity.

Something about it was so cold, so animalistic, so wretchedly phlegmatic that it seized Dagur's soul with utter perturbation. It was as though Hiccup didn't know who he was. It was as though he meant nothing to Hiccup - as though Hiccup were the same, blank creature as his dragon was.

He didn't dare seek out Hiccup prior to that.

But there Hiccup was, and Dagur was almost thankful for the very ornate mask that covered his potentially callous visage. Hiccup neared him, and his spine straightened atop his dragon, arching his body in fluid motion until he came to a stand upon Toothless before Dagur. They stayed like that for several moments, surrounded by a backdrop of smoldering flames, before the dragon and his rider swiveled without warning. The last thing Dagur saw was the red of Toothless' detachable tailfin before it made contact with his skull.

And then, there was nothing.


End file.
